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RUSSIAN RECRUITS

« -....ary Conscription in a Musco-
vite Town

DESCRIBED BY CIUNT TOLSTOI

How Peasants are Driven Into the
Service of the Czar

——————

AXD MADE INTO BEASTS

(Translatad for the Evening Star and copy-
righted by Henry W. Fischer, 1884.)

\/\ )7 HEN AT THE EE-

ginning of December
1 arrived in Toola,
e W
§iLai
G
[ ‘ \
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government of Mos-
cow, I tdind a fa-
millar crowd assem-
bled in the square In
front of the City Hall
and above the pre-
valling noise 1 heard
the vuices of drunk-
en men and boys,the
lamentadions of moth-
ers and wives. In-
gide of the great edl-
fice 2 mecting of the militury conscription
eomm’ssign was taking pluce. [ never can
tear myself avay from such a scene. It
a s vpon my mind like the magnet does cn
steel. So I dived deep Into the bowels of
the comunotion to see it in all its phases,
and to put questionsa tc the men and yomen
assembled, and the effrontery of those
by whose orders this great crime was com-
mitted in bright daylight, on the market
place of a great city, artounded me,

The elders and authoritles of «il the vil-
Inges and hamsilets of our great hundred-
milllon-rea!m had callsd upon thée men on
their lists, amougz them their own sons, this
thne, as in (ormer yeurs, to prepare them-
sclves [or civii execution in the citles. A
great deal of drink was indulged In on the
way. and the elders did not begrudge the
young feilows the iarge rmeasures of vodka;
Indeel, j§ wouid have Leen too cruel to com-
mit them in a sober state to a system and
a condition of servitude that has no other
purpose Lut to create a further quota of
mechanical wols for despoliation. They had
arrivel! in the chief towns of their cireuit,
the county sest, in sielges, with oaths on
their lips. Such curses! They sang ribald
songs, fouzht am:ng each other and all
night g remamed in the saloons. When
the morning broke, a few more glasses of
vodka, jexi to give courage, and then they
assembled Lefors the clty hzll

There 1 found them,
ekins, Enftted woolen bands around their
throatls, their eyes swollen with drink.
Saunt were howling wilkily in an effort to
benufmb their feelings of alarm; others
wers still and resignel. Attended by their
crying wives or sweethearts, and their
mothers, they aost wait until thelr names
are callel out. A aie huddicrd together
ia the curridor of ihe city hall

-

|

showy and magnificent regalia; strokes
down his lbng halir, takes the cross and the
identical book, which contains the com-
mandant, “Thou shalt not swear,” depos-
its both the book and crucifix on a desk,
and now all these unhappy, protectorless
and disfranchised young men are com-
Feiled t> reiterate the words which the
priest speaks in a mechanical but firm
tone of voice. These words are in effect as
follows:

“l affirm and do affirm by God the Al-
mighty and His holy teaching to defend all
those whom I am told to protect, and to
do all that I am toid to do by persons,whom
I do not know and for whose sake 1 am
bound to oppress my own.brothers, if it be
50 ordered, though knowling that these men
would almost commit any crime in order
to retain their positlons.”™

The recruits reiterate the barbaric words
of the oath in their own stupld fashion.
Then the priest withdraws, perfectly sat-
isfled that he has done his duty well. And
these disfranchised young men really be-
lleve that the sinful and to them incom-
prehensive words they echoad as they left
the priest's mouth prevent them, for their
period of service at least. from exercising
theif sacred rights and duties as children of
God and compel them henceforth to as-
sume soldiers” dutles.

And such things are done openly! Nobody
Is there to call out to the sharps and to
the defrauded: *“Think before you act: it
Is a lle, the most blasphemous, the most
tricky lie this condition Imputed to you,
a lie which not only ruins your body, but
also your soul.”

a Vodikn Vendoer,
Nobody thinks of doing this. On the con-

. trary, after the priest has gone the colonel

, enters the conscription chamber, where the
¢kl i new sheep !

recruits are locked in, and says, as if to
goad them: “Welcome, you fellows! 1 con-
gratulate you on your good luck to be al-
lowed to enter the czar's service.”

The Future Soldiers,

And, with thelr tongues made heavy by
drink, these unhappy ones stammer the
words which they have been told to utter,
and which are to express their happiness.
Their relatives are still outside, In the snow.

Meanwhile, work wene on quite swim-, With eyves reddened by erying, the women
mingly in the conscription chamber. Some- : keep staring at the door. Finally it opens
body opcenel the door, and the portier cried: | and the future sclilers come out, with un-

' Pjotr Sidorow."”

The man addressel shuddered. eroszed his
breast a few tlmes and then stepped into
the roem, where the rec-ults vwndress
Pjotr's comrade, who had been found se--
vicenble, at this momend cnerged from the
conscription chamber, nud+ and with teeth
chatterinzg. He could hardly don his
clothes, so cold was he. Sldorow saw at
onee that hiz frienl “had been taken,” and
e wanted to ask him a few questions, but
the jruard commanded him to shut up and
und "es3. So he threw off his sheepskin, his

2 at, hit shirt and went into
+1 snd thin, 30 yoa cvuld
=ndamg ail over and rack-

A Gwanrd.

decr. his eyes fall 1 pen
* ezn” in parade uniform,
i of Jdecoration across his
+ was encased In a heavy
raer, near the window,
I lithouranh, renressnting Christ
T and wiih His crown of thorns.
I = adEe room

-
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stood a |
and deotted |
* wind of a seaf- |
the zlided eagle |

m. 1en oo physician got through, he
gaid. without even looking at thke victim of
CONSEri] All right, feteh another of |
these Lwine" and again sat down at the
table, with his disgusted and wearied sir.

So the subalten pushed the man towarsd
ie door and tol! him to dress. Pjo'r. try-
to get inte his shirt, did not find the
sleeves at once, but a kick, applied to his

Feur, sharpene | kis wits. So he donned his
trousers In v, lisewise his boots, grab-
Lel his ne ioth and his sheepskia, ind
thus only half attired, re-entered the con-
seription ehamber, scarcely a minute ind a
half after lenvine it. He was ordered to

#tand back among the -est of them who
had been adjuldesed fit subjects for the drill

Fround= A soljier, with gun and bayonet,
wWho only o yvesr azo was just such a yokel
as Miotr Sidurow,

but from another part cf
gua=d. He had orders to
wl through, if he should
mpt of escnpe

Wives of the Recruits.

this hanpened inside, the fathers,
men and swesthearts fought for
the city hall, with the po-
6 their anxiety to find out if their
had been “taken™ or not. One
to =ay that Pjotr Sidorow
wno«forth, whereupon
waby at her breast,
for this pleca of news
lonelincss, slow starvation
The lot of a sol-
& hardest sort of
latlon.

hair, and in
hed him from the
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=1 the people to fall back
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safe step, but frightened into assuming a

bold air. Now the lamentations of the moth-

ers and women and girls commence anew.
Some throw themselves on the necks of
thelr relatives and howl In anguish; others
try to bear their sorrow silently; others en-
couraxe the most aflicted. Mothers and
wives knew it all the time, but now they
are sure of it, that for three, four and five
years they will be without their natural sup-
porters. Who can biame them fer crying
aloud? The fathers do not exhibit their sor-
row,they keep quiet,but it breaks their hearts
to know that never again will they see their
children as they have known them all their
hives, for, even if they do come back, they
will not be obedient and diligent as hereto-
fore, but fellows steeped in vice, ashamed
of simple pursuiis and afrald of work.

In the evening all mount their sledges
again and off they are for the inns and sa-
loons. The drunken howling and singing,
but also the lamengations of the mothers
and women, become more pronounced,
louder, more disgusting as it mixes with the

musie of the concertinas and the curses of |
Agaln the drunken bachanal |

the drivers.
begins and continues until the lust plece of
money is spent. The
quite a nice sum out of these sinful pro-
cevdings, for the more vadka is drunk the
larger are the dues paid into the treasury.

Early in the morning they arrive at their
homes, where the recruits are allowed to
remain for two or three weeks longer. Most
of them are in a beastly state of intoxica-
tion all this tune.
ever, the chief herdsman lets leose his dogs
of war and drives the whole outiit off in the
direction of the garrison. The military
course then begins.

The drill masters have been peasants, as
tielr apprentices; the aonly difference be-
tween them s that the oider soldiers have
suffered under the prevailing sysiem of fraud

and intimidation for twoe or three years and |
| are more like beasts than men. Their means
| of education are lies, coarseness and Inso-
| lence, vodka and beatings.
| s over the young man from the country,

Ledy and soul, is as much of a bewst as his
master,

I asked one of the young recruits:
would you do if your father, who had been
given into your
another, should trv to escape?

“I would run him through with my bay-|

onet,” he answered, churliohly, In a harsh
voice, such as cnly a Russian soldier can
assume. “And if the caitiff should get away
frcm me, in the name of the czar, T would
shoot him down as a dog.” he added, very
proudly, having mastered his lesson so well.

If a boy has sunk lower than & beast he
is just in a condiilon of mind to serve his
masters best, bel perfectly developed
fool, ready to he sent to the devil,
pletely lost to humanity, a tool of despolia-
tion, murder, matricide, & tool such as
tyranis require.

And all thls happens every winter, fn all
the towns of Iiussia, In bright daviizht, in
the presence and with the knowledge of all.
And the deceitinl practices employed are so
clever that nobody can eseape them, even
if all sce through the thing and abominate
it. COUNT LEO TULSTOL
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The Peppery Man's Lunch.
From the New York Tribune.

A peppery-faced man eame Into a down-
town restaurant the other day, sat down
and scanned the bill of fare with a eritical
eve. He had another man with him, who
inquired, “Well, whatcher goin' to eat?”

“Welsh rabbit, 1 guess.™

“Rather indigestible, isn't it, to» work on?™"

“Mavbe, but 1 feel | having some, that's
all,”™ replled the peppery-faced man. *T tell
You what,”” he went on; “now, I've had
dyspepsia for pretty near thirty years.
Tried everythinz—ate nothing but
steak, drank nothing but hot water for
months—took no end of medicine—exarcis-
ed, and gave up smoking, and all that sort
of thing. But it didn't do a bit of good. 1
declare, I think it made me worse with
thinking about myself. So 1 just made up
my mind to put an end to the whole busi-
ress, and eat what I pleased. What do you
think I had for my breakfast this morning?
Well, sir, a pork chop, sir, a pork chop, and
buckwheat cakes with maple syrup on ‘em,
and hot rolis and coffee—pretty good for a
sick man, ¢h? And that's the way I do
right along. If I'm sick, why, then, I'm
sick, and that's all there is to it. If I ain‘t
sick, why, so much the better. Anyhow, it
takes the thing off my mind, vou soe.

“What'll 1 have for dessert? Well, walter,

see here—got any good mince pie? 1 think |

I'll have to have some—nice plees of hot

mince ple., walter, with plenty of sugar and
& bit of cheese!"

Ea

A Pair of Siicpers.
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RICHARDM.JOHNSTON

A Visit to the Southern Story Teller
at His Home,

‘A CHAT ABOUT HIS WORK

How a Successful School Teacher
Was Turned Into an £ thor.

STORIES OF A. H. STEPHENS

SPENT AN AFTER-
noon last week with
one of the most
charming writers of
the United States. 1
refer to Richard Mal-
colm Johnston, who
ranks with Uncle Re-
mus and Thomas Nel-
son Page as among
the greatest story
tellers of the south,
and whose dialect
tales of the Georgia
hills have delighted
the readers of the magazines for years. It
was at his home on West North avenue
In Baltimore, that I called upon him. His
house {8 a three-story red brick, which is
covered with vines and looks out upon
one of the widest streets of the city.
The living rooms of the family are on the
second floor, and it was in the parlor, fur-
nished with antlque pleces, that I met Mr.
Johnston, He is not so rich today as he
was before the war, when he owned a plan-
tation in the south and possessed the luxu-
rious surroundings of a well-to-do planter
of his time. He lives very comfortably,
however, and his income from his writings
is enough to support well himself and his
family. It is not generally known to the
| public that Richard Malcolm Johnston is
(one of the best educators of the United
States. He was a professor In the Uni-
versity of Georgia at the time the war be-
gan, and when it closed, leaving himself
and all his friends poor, he opened a board-
ing school for boys at his home, near Spar-
ta, in Georgia, and made here for years
$20,000 and upward annually by teaching,
He had about fifty boys, who paid him tui-
tion fees of 0 a year, and the most fa-
mous families of the south sent their chil-
dren to him. Very few teachers in the
United States today can make as much as
$20.00 a year, and the story of how Mr.
Johnston gave up his school and devoted
himself to writing for an income about one-
tenth this size is an interesting one. He
told it to me in response to my questions.,
How He Recanme an Anthor.

Said he: "1 like the profession of teaching
very much, and I looked upon it as my life
work. I never thought of making money
by writing for pay, and it was not until 1
 came to Baltimore that I realized that 1
could write anything which had a real
meney value. I left Georgia on account of
the death of my daughter. We loved her
dearly, and 1 could not endure e amid
the old associations without her, 1 gave up
my school and moved to this city and be-
gan teaching here. About ferty of my boys
came from the south to Baltimore to enter
my school, and had 1 not changed my re-
probably be teaching today.
In the meantime 1 had written some short
stories, which were
magazine which was then printed here in
Baltimore. They attractod attention, but I
never thought of their
value until one day Mr, Alden, the editor
of Harper's Magazine,
had received for them. He was surprised

when 1 told him that 1 had written them
for nothing,

glad to have me do

d #ome writing for Har-
per's, and that if I could give him stories
like those he would pay for them. 1| then
wrote some stories for Harpers. They
were pubiished and pald for, and | have
been writing from  that time to this,
first story was
years of age.”

Hix Characters Real Men nnd Women.

As Richard Maleolm Johnston said this,
I looked into his bright blue eves and
could not realize that he was more than
seventy years of age.

published afier 1 was nry

his checks are rosy with health and his
voice has the silvery ring of youth. He is
| 2 tall, straight, fine looking man, and he
is full of enthusiasm and life. He is mod-
| est in the extreme concerning himself and
his work, and he told me that it wWaAs a
continual surprise to him that his stories
were accepted by the maguzines. I sup-
pose,” sald he, “it is becanuse they are tca
| large extent of historical value. They pie-
ture a people and a time which Is fast piass-
ing away. They are true to Hfe, and they
are merely my remembrances of the people
of my boyhood. The dialect which I use
| is the language of the people among whom
1 was raised, and my charaeters are real

| characters, with their names chanzed. In |

1o place in the world will you find more in-
dividuality than among the mildle cluss
or hill people of Georgia, and my stories
represent these people as they existed about
fifty years ago. They are not crackers or
poor white trash, but uare the linary

ora
well-to-do middle class, types of which you
, may still find In some of the rural districts
| of my state. I love them, and ihey know
"

How He Writes,

I asked Mr. Johnston something as to his
habits of work.

He replied that he wrote all of his stories
with his own hands. Said he: “I compose
very slowly, and 1 revise a great deal. 1 do
not see how an author can do good work by
dictation. As for me, 1 compose my
stories with my pen in hand. I start them
and let them shape themeselves, 1 take up
'a character or an incident of my experi-
ence, awd by working at it and changing

it this way and that it finally comes into
the finished shape in which it goes to the
printer. I am very particular as to the
names of my characters, and 1 think that
a name should fit the character, just as a
glove fits the hand. In writing I take the
first name that comes to me. It does not
perhaps suit, but I go on with the rest of
the story, changing the names and rechang-
ing them as I revise i, until the names at
last seem to me to it the characters, It is
a surprise to me that the people like my
writings. I am not satistied with them
myself, and 1 am always diffident about
reading them in public. I never read them
to myself, and I don't like to read them
to others. Still T do it, but until I find
| that my audience shows some interest in
them I am bashful and backward., I fens]
very foolish when 1 begin reading on the
platform, and this feeling does not dis-
appear until there is some decided Interest
manifesied by the audience.”

Fun Amid Gloom.

“Your storles are full of fun, Mr. John-
ston,’” sald I. *I have laughed a great deal
over them.”

“Indesd,” was the reply. “Well, do von
know that I seldom laugh when 1 am writ-
ing them, and some of my best work and
that which Is said by the people to Le the
most full of fun has been done under the
saddest of circumstances. I am naturally
' of a melancholy temperament. 1 must
! have society, and I want to get away ym
myself, One of my funniest stories was
composed shortly after I came here from
Georgia. I was distracted at the time with
grief over the death of my daughter, 1
feared as to the result of my change of
residence, and it Is a wonder to me now
that I was able to write at all at the time.”

“Do vou think it a mistake that you did
not begin writing at a younger age?” said L.

“I don't know,” was the reply. *1 doubt
whether T would have written any hetter
if I had begun =ooner.
as strong today as I ever did, and T write
as easily., All of my writing has, you
know, been done within the past twenty
years, and during that time 1 have written
seventy-filve short stories and several
books.™

How Story Wrlilng Pavs.

*“How about the profits of literature?"

“There §s not a great deal of money in
my writing for me,” replied Mr. Johnstan,
“I mean I don’t make from 315,000 to §20,-
0} a year by my reading and witting, as
| Bill Nye or James Whitcomb Riley are sald
{to do. If T get from $£1.500 to 2000 per
year T think it is more than I am worth. 1
receive for my work from 325 to $)5 per
thousand words, and a short story pays me
usually 310 and upwards, according to its

having any money !

It is true that his |
hair and mustache are frosted silver, but

I fee]l intellectually !

published in 2 southern | Weighed less than seventy.

2sked me what 1|

length and character. It seems to me a
great deal for them.

“l1 find it more difficult to write a short
story than a long one. In writing a short
slory you have to make every word tell
You must be very concise, and I think that
conciseness i{s the great secret of success
In good writing. I like short stories better
than long ones, though I would rather turn
out one long story than two short ones.
I don't find, however, that I am a success
as a bookmaker. My stories have been put
into book shape In a number of cases, and
they usually sell somewhere from 2,000 to
::.l.:m copies. They don't run much above

m'l

The Dinleect Story.

“What do you think of the dialect story?"

“It seems to me that the people do not
care so much for it as they did in the past.
My stories are in dialect, for this is neaded
in order to describe the people of whom I
write. We people of the south are fond of
our dialect, and a party of well-educated
Georgla men, when talking soclally togeth-
er, will often drop into the dialect of thelr
boyhood. During the days when Alexander
Stephens was In Congress, a number of
well-known Georgians often dined with him
at the National Hotel. I was sometimes
present with them, and any one to have
heard our conversation would have put us
down as ignorant and uncultured. There Is
a charm about the old dialect that appeals
to those who used it, and it seems to me it
brings my people closer to me. I sometimes
use it in my family, though my wife and
daughter generally object.””

How Alexander H. Stephens
Letters,

The corversation here turned to Alexan-
der Stephens. Richard Maleolm Johnston
wns one of Alexander Stephens' closest
friends. The two men were closely asso-
ciated together during a great part of their
lives, and one of the best of our American
biographies is Mr. Johnston's life of Alex-
ander H, Stephens. During the talk he told
me how he secured some of the material for
this life. Said he: “Alexander Stephens and
myself corresponded together for years, and
we got into a habit of writing letters to one
another under assumed names., This begon
in 1862, T had written a bit of doggerel
poetry and I sent it to Mr. Stephens with a
letter signed ‘Jeems Giles’ In this I pre-
tended that I wanted to be a poet, and I
asked Mr. Stephens’ advice as to how 1
should Improve my style and dispose of my
poem. Mr. Stephens recognized the hand-
writing, and a few days later I received a
letter which was signed ‘Peter Finkle.'
Under this signature Mr. Stephens wrote an
answer to my letter. Finkle pretended that
he was sort of a private secretary of Mr.
Stephens, and he wrote his master’s ldeas
on the subject of my poetry. It was, of
course, Mr. Stephens himself. For some
time we carried on this sort of a correspond-
ence, my letters always being slgned Jeems
Giles, and Alexander H. Stephens’ belng
signed Peter Finkle. Shortly after the cor-
respondence began I asked Peter Finkle to
Elve me some stories about his master,
whom he called the 'Boss,’ and in reply to
this Alexander Stephens told me in these
letters a large part of the story of his life.
He described his school days, and wrote
much more freely than he could have writ-
ten had be been writing concerning himself
In the first person. He was one of the most
charming writers, and he kept during a
pact of his early life a sort of a diary or
Journal. I was visiting him at one time at
his home In Georgia. 1 had asked him many
questions about his early life, and just be-
fore we went to bed one night he asked me
to eome to his room. I did so, and he then
showed me a dusty old manuscript which
was marked ‘Noll me tangere.’ This was
his diary. HMe said he had not looked at it
for years, and that he often intended to
destroy it. He read several pages of it to
me, and finally consented that T might read
the whole of it. This was pelare the war.

I knew him intimately up to the time of his
death.””

Wrote

How Stephens Looked,

“Please tell me how he looked?" saii L

“He was a little bundle of skin and
bones. He never welghed more than a
hundred pounds, and during his youth he
In his diary
I remember he rejolees at having increased
his weight to ninety-four pounds. He was
at this time twenty-one, and he states that
when he left college at nineteen his net

welght was only seventy pounds. Dwuring

and he sald that he would be |

his whole life T venture he did not have a
moment which was free from piain. He

| was always culd, notwithstanding the faet

| gloves in the house and o

My

that he wore two sults of silk underclothes
winter and summer. He generally wore

ut, and he had
e most delicate stomach of any man 1

have ever known. He was melancholy in
his temperament, and was full of fears
and anxieties about himself and his friends,
He was the most tender-hearted maa I
have ever known, and he had the greatest
sympathy for his friends and everything
about him. He was sick for a week when
his favorite dog died, and he lavished more
leve on his dogs than many men do
on their families, He was a man of many
friends, and he made his friends' trounles
hLis own.
His Character.

“Was he a good judge of men, Mr. John-
ston?" 1 asked.

“Not as individuals,” replied Mr. John-
ston. “He had broad ideas of mankind
in the aggregate and his foresizcht as to
public questions was wonderfully accurate.
But the poorest, meanest, shabblest nesro
could impose upon him, and he was de-
ceived agaln and again by beggars and
frauds. He was the soul of genecrosity.
He made, I venture, as much as §00,000
during his lifetime, but he died poor. He
spent his money as fust as he made it and
he didn't seem to appreclate its wvalue.
His law practice was large during a great

(part of his life, and he received a great

Aeal of monev from his bhooka. Hig Cane
stitutional View of the War' must have
eold about 70,000 copies. It was published
L v swalie s Bbiw auYaivd i P A Cai
e, and his receipts from it amount-
to $505,000,
erty Hall, his place in Georgia, and every.
train brought him guests, some of whom
be had never met before. He was fond of
soclety and wa= a most charming talker.”

From Alexander Stephens the conver
tion drifted to Gen. Bob Toombs,
Mr., Johnston called the greatest intellect-
uality he had ever known, and from him
to other great men of the south. He sald
that he thought the giants of the souih
were not as well known as those of the
north. It was only during recent vears thas
the south had contained many literary men,
The southerners of the past were more like
the Romans, in that they were men of
actlon and not writers. The norti
Mr. Johnston compured to the Greeks,
were poets and scholars, as well as soldiers,
He said that he thought the war nned
changed the south In this respect, and thay
the present era of literary activity and of
literary production in the south was largely
due to this change.
conversation  Mr. Johuston exaibited
wiarmest of sentiments in regard to
north, and his friendships are by no meaas
bounded by Mason and Dixon's line.

FRANK G. CARPENTER,
—_————
The Cries of Children.

From the Popular Health Magazine,

An observer thus differentiates the eries
of children in disease, The ery of a chiid
in pneumonia and

moderate and peevish and muffled as if a

=

the

door were shut between the child and hear- |

er, The cry in croup is hoarse, brassy and
metallie, with a crowing inspiration. The
cry In braln disease, particularly hydro-
cephalus (water on the brain) is short,
sharp, shrill and solitary. Obstinate and
passionate and long continued erying tells
of catarrh, thirst, hunger, original mean-
ress, or the pricking of a pin, The ery in
pleurisy is louder and shriller than {n pneu-
monia, and is invoked by moving the child
or on coughing. The ery of Intestinal ail-
ments Is often accompanied by wrigzling
and writhing before defecation. Exhaus-
tion 15 manifestei with a whine., Cryving
just after coughing indicates pain cuiused
by the act, The return or inspiratory part
of the cry grows weaker towarnd the fatal
end of all diseases, and the absence of ery-
ing during disease is often of graver import
than its presence, showing complete ex-
haustion and loss of power. Loud scream-
Ing sometimes tells of renal gravel.
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who |
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ONLY A CHINESE GIRL

Licut. G. de H. Browne in Munsey's.

VEN A CLOSE STU-
dent of physiognomy
weuld scarcely have
taken Bob Thursion
for an assiduous law
breaker, as he lazily
lolled back in the
depths of an ease-
giving chair. or
slight, graceful build,
and possessing a
frank, hand=some and
almost boylish face,
he looked like one
who had Dbeén born
with and had retained the proverbial silver
spoon. His abode, too—a luxuriously fur-
nished suite in one of the best hostelries
cn Vanccuver Island—might have scemed
at variance with his occupation to one ac-
custemed to associate the name “smuggler”
with some lonely beach or dark and
gloomy cavern. Yet Bob had solved both
the opium tariff and the Chinese exclusion
questions in a manner highly satisfactory
Lo himself, :

There was an easy expression on his fea-
tures, as he gazed from the window. at the
busy throng of teams and pedestrians In
the street. His eyes lighted as with the
pieasure of anticipation whenever they
wandered to the tempting display of viands
in a restaurant opposite. Although a small
clock on the mantel was about to chime the
hour of noon he had not yet breakfasted.
With the stroke of the clock he rcse, slowly
and as if half reluctant to exchange the
contemplation for the realization. Then he
dropped quickly back, and his brow knitted
with an expressioa of annoyarhce, as a
knock sounded upon the door.

There was a sign on the outer side of
that door which read: “Robert Thurston,
Buyer of Seal Skins.” Below It a small
card informed the public that Mr. Thurston
was sojourning in Alaska for a few weeks.
True, the card was always there, but Dob
was always “in Alaska™ to those who did
not possess a key to his room.

He kept perfectly still, waiting for the
visitor to retire. But he was not to escape
thus easily, for the knock was repeated,
with a violence that bespoke a determina-
tion to elicit some response. Bob muttered
something beneath his breath, and, rising,
turned the key in the lock.

“Well?" he =ald gruflly.

There was no immediate reply in words;
but with the turning of ths key the door
was pushed open and a Chinaman hastily
entered, closing it behind him. Bob re-
garded him for a moment with an angry
look, then his face relaxed into a smile.

“That's right,” he s=aid dryly. *“Alake
yourself perfectly at home. Shall 1 ring
for anything to adl to your comfort?’

“You sabe takee Chinaman 'Nited States
sixty dollar?” the intruder asked with a
stolid look,

“Possibly,” PBob returned laconically. *1I
sabe lots of things I don’'t tell other folks.
But what if 1 do?"

The man made a gesture of impatience.

“You needn’t be "flaid o' me,” was his re-
ply. “I sabe you—sabe li'le boat go puff,
:u!'l'.' I catchee sixty dollar, you takee
me?™

Bob eyed him with a suspicious glance.

“Why do you come to me Instead of
Wong Chung?" he asked, naming the Chi-
rese contractor who generally supplied him
with the coolies in bands, as if they were
80 many cattle,

“No likee Chung, no same tong,” the man
promptly replied.

“You belong to the other tong, eh?" Bob
muttered; and he carelessly walked toward
the window. Suddenly he hurried back.

“How much will vou get for dumping
me?”’ he asked sternly, and with startling
abruntness,

But the Chinaman smiled blandly and
with a childlike innocence.

“No sabe,” he returned. “Sabe li'le puff,
pufl, sixty dollar, you catchee stuff, 1
catchee Seattle.”

Despite his suspicions, Bob laughed. The
man certainly knew about the *“‘puff, puff”
ns  they termed Thurston's small steam
launch, and he appreciated the fact that an
exchange of “stuff” would land him in the
| United States. Nevertheless there, was
:a-cmelhlm: about him that Bob could not
understand. His clothes were the usual
loose blouse and overalls of a Chinese la-
borer, and his cue hurg from beneath a
soiled and wall-worn hat, but his hands,
half conccaled in a large parcel which he
curried, were very small, and although far
from clean, they yet seemcd unused to
work. There was something strange, too,
in the expression of his face.

With a carcless stap Bob left the window
and approached him; then, reaching quick-
Iy forward, he snutched the Chinaman's
hat. At the result of his own act he start-
ed back, The head which had seemed to
lbe closely shaven, and ornamented with a
| cud, was coverad with a mass of long, dark
hair, which, thus released, fell in strag-
gling confusion about his—or rather about
her shoulders. For it was plainly evident
that this visitor was a woman.

Bob's eyes flashed angrily. Turning, he
l-.-cli:-dt the doer, and placed lh? key in kis

LHCR e,
i""l'mmibl.\' yvou sabe more than ‘puff, puff,’
| now,” he sald coldly.

The womran made no reply. Eer eves were

fixed upon him with a ok of despair. Yet
there came no change in the hue of her face.
Wetting his  finger, Bob drew it gently
across her cheek.
i “Bah!
| upon her skin. “Go into the next room and
| wash your face. 1 may want to recognize
{ you again,™

The woman still made no reply, but, pick-
ing up the bundle which had fallen to the

ing.

With her disappearance Dob resumed his
| former seat bheside the window. Lighting a
cigaretic, he agaln stared at the passers by.
| As the minutes slowly passed, and the wo-
mun did not return, he drummed impa-
tiently upon the glass, and at last rose and
tupped upon the parel, For several mo-
ments there was no response; then the door
lopened and he drew back in astonishment.

His visitor was no longer a nondescript,
balf woman, half coolie, but a young girl,
clad in a plain, well-fitting gown, whose
clingirg folds displayed a tall, graceful and
exquisitely rounded figure. Her dark halr
had been brushed back and neatly rear-
ranged. Her face, bereft of the slanting
lines about the eves and the yellow coloring
of the skin, was of the dark, Spanish type,
and but for a wan, haggaerd look, would
have left no impression but one of remark-
able beauty,

Itob hastened to place a chair before her,
| seeming to forget for the moment the scorn-
{ ful tcne in which he had told her to *wash
her face Even after she was seated he
appeared to hesitats, as if loath to hear her
confess that she was a spy hired to de-
liver him into the custody of the United
States officials, while engaged in conveying
Chinamen across the line.

“Well,"” he zaid at last, “will you tell me
what all this masquerading means?*

“l wanted to reach the United States,”™
she returned in a low tone,

“So you remarked before, only a little less
intelligibly,” he observed satirically. “But
did you think I was so easily caught?"

The girl colored. “I did not want to
catch you—I wanted to cross the line,” she
returned.

The young man smiled, but his face
pliinly told his opinfon of her veracity.
“You should throw In line, hooks and sink-
ers with that explination,” he said dryly.
“The bozats leave here every evening: no
one r*

“They will not take ma," the mirl sadly
Interpused. 1 am a native of China—the
'+ of a Chinaman.”

a long breath of surprise.
** he exclaimed.

; tle like it as 1 do.”

“And yet 1T am.” was the low response.
“But T will explain. My mother was born

“You
“Why you louk

in America—in Boston; but when quite
voung she was taken to China. where she
afterw married. and where I wss barn.

A yvear s she died, and, as my father had
beer: dead for several years, I was left
without a rolative exeept an aunt, who
lives semewhere in Massachusetts. With a

little money, which my mother left me, 1
endeavored to reach the ['nited States. I
first triedi to land at San Franelsen, but 1
was not permltted. Then I came here, hop-
ing to cross the sound, but I was sent
back.™
“Fut why dJid
ratiorality ™
“My countrymen informed asainst me ™
the gir] replied. “They do not want me to

you make known wyour

he ejaculated, as it left a :tne*

| floor, she silently entered the room adjoin- |

|ﬁn-] friends; they would make me a—a
slave.”

DBob was whistling softly, but he under-
stood.

resented to thelr owners. Yet it must be
confessed he had hitherto regarded them

ters—mere animals, without sense or feel-
ings, and worth, in the United States, from
$L000 to S0, Buot he shuddered as he

a life,

“And did the officers refuse you a landing.
knowing all that you have told me?" he
asked, after a pause,

“Some of them would have allowed me to
remain for money and others would—
would—""

Her face blushed painfully and isob needed
no explanation, Her own countrymen were
not her only enemies,

“What will you do now ™" hLe ask+d, seri-
ously.

“There is nothing I can do,” was the de-
spondent reply. “Thus far | have seaped
because 1 had a little money, but now 1 hayve
only what I would have paid 1o vou, When

done—lie,”

Bob looked grave. I wouldn't talk 1'ke
that,” he returned, in a low tons. *“inat is
a game In which there's no cnaace 1o win.

“And will you—will you?’' the girl ex-
claimed, eagerly.

“If 1 can,” said Bob, lichtly, as if depre-
cating any display of gratituge. “But won't
You run up your number—tell me your
name, you know?*

“I have none that I will ever use,
replied. “My mother's name was Helen
Marsden, and she always called me Nellie,
but I have no legal right to the name.”

nonchalantly. “My legal zame is Thurston.

lery. However,
hungry?" ;

The girl shook her head, and Bob agaln
glanced across the street,

“Well, that's where we differ,” he =aid,
“and if you would not be afraid I'd like to
leave you here for an hour or two. You can
read or bang the plano, but don't let any
one in.”

“I will stay,” the girl returned. *“You have
sald that you will help me and I belleve
rou,”

Possibly Bob was still somewhat suspl-
clous of his fair protege. With the eonclu-
sion of his breakfast his first visit was to
the Chinese quarter. But there, in a man-
ner known only to himse!S, he readily es-
certained that she had spoken only the
truth and that her position was fraught
with even greater danger than she herself
was aware of,

Daylight was waning when he azain re-
turned to the hotel. At the door of his
apartments he paused with his hands upon
the knob, and from witain thers came the
soft strain of the piano. He was a lover of
music and a performer of more than ordi-

stranger the instrument seemed 10 speak to
him as it never spoke befoure., Scraps of
church music, fragments of oratorios and
symphonies, Puritanical hins—they seemed
to carry him back to a life 1orgotten. Then
he entered, and for a moment he stood as
if reluctant to break the spell. But the girl
had heard his step and she turned toward
him with a blush of confusion

*] did not know you were hera,™ she sald,
with a slight hesitution.

“No; I'm glad you 4idn't,” he returned.
Then his expression changed. *1 Jdia not in-
tend to remain away so long,” he added,
“but, as the doctors say, your case is seri-
ous. 1 had no intention ¢f taking vou over
in the launch, because you could not stand
the long trip through the woods from where
we land; and now another difficulty crops
up—the highbinders are luok'ng for you, and
if they find you mo power on earth can
save you. BStill, if you will consent 10 lose
yvour hair and do a lituls more masquera-
l“ng—" =

“I'll do anything you say,” *he girl brol
in; “anything.” )

The smuggler laughed—a laugh that was
rather nervous than mﬁ;l I’mducll-%‘:_
ir of clippers, he p 4 to remove
E:rk locks with the skill of a practical bar-
ber. This done, he entered a smaill closet,
from which he reappeared with scveral ar-

ticles of clothing.

“It's an old, old game,” he =aid, smiling,
as if amused at his cwn thoughts; “suil, 1
think that this time we can -0l Uncle Sam
and the whole Mongolian ra=ze, But the
proof of the pudding is eating the bag—take
these togs into the next room and see if you
look better in "em than I Jo.”"

The young girl ook the proTered gar-
ments and with them Gisappeared In the
room bevond. Bob s2at>d himself at the
piano, but somehow cosuid not produce the
soft strains to which he kad listened; ope-
ras, lively and jingling, songs without words
and some with words that would have been
better without, all rattled from bLenea*h his
finzers, until at last he rose from the stool
with an ejaculation of annoyance. Then, as

with a look of unspoken admiration.

The short hair, parted and brushed across
her brow In clustering curls, was rather be-
coming than otherwise, lending to uer face
a saucy, plquant air,

encountered his admiring gaze, iis clothes
too, fitted her almost perfectly.
“Well, if we fall I'll go smuggling green

greeting. *“'But you'll have to—to—well, you
sabe,” he added, with a flusa. “You're out
of t as a girl boy on the stage, you
know, but just a trifle too nice for our pur-

morning. And now, if you'll just take pos-
session of that room you were !n, you can
consider yourself my guest. Conventionali-
ties must yield to the necessities ¢f the case
and tomorrow we embark for Seattls™

“Are you going with me>" the girl asked,
with a slight show of surprise,

“Certainly; I'll see you safzly away from
the coast. But you'd hetler g=t back into
your own rig now,
see about dinner."

Tears welled to the young girl's eyes, yet
she strove to smile cheerfuliy - and, grasping
her hands with an impetuous friendliness,
Bob led her to the door.

“No more tears,”” he adjured; “you're a
man now. And don't Jose your appetite
worrying, for they'll cut fce at the eguator
if we don't get through.”

During the dinner which followed the

young girl appeared to regaia a spirit of
| hopefulness and she proved—or so, at least,
1 Bob thought—a most entértalaing cympan-
!ifon. Then the piano was agamn called fnto
play. Helen Marsden had veen the daugh-
| ter of a missionary, and from her the gicl,
,as a child, had Imbibed
Imusical harmony. As Bob listened to the

old familiar airs—airs that have been worn
! threadbare, yet, under a master hand, are
| ever Inexpressibly sweet—he was singularly

perturbed in mind. The abstract iniguity of

smuggling was to him a matter of small |

consequence and less thought; it pald, and

he was on the right side of the line, where
| he was a gentleman. Neverthewess, althouch
lpmhahlr untroubled by any qualms of coan-
| sclenee, he was {il at ease. He *elt a sort

of self-contempt,

But such thoughts were not of lonz dura-
tion, and when at last the gir! had roetired
{ to the inner room, he laughed hizhtly as he
{ thought of his wavering between his chosen
| calling and a pretty fuce, when 1he prettiest
| face on earth is found on a vellow Bulad
| plece.
When the Seattle steamer swung out from
| the pler on the fullowing night Bob Thurs-
|ton was lounging against the rafl of the
hurricane deck, and in the young wman be-
side him none would have recogaized _he
girl who had sought his assistance. Her lip
and cheeks had been darkened with a faint
bluish tinge, as If from a beard thtat bhad
bheen closely shaven, and the neatly fitiing
garments no longer displayed the softiy
rounded curves beneath. In the twilicht
the floods of foam pouring from the high
paddle boxes on either slde and reuniting in
the wake of the boat, left behind a dull,
phosphorescent track. Far away to thelr
right the Cascade mountains loomed dimiy
above the horizon. Beyond those peaks was

safety for Nellie Marsden,

As the steamer steadily churned her way
through the placld waters of the straits an
occaslonal shadow would glide, ghost-like,
through the dusk. Bob smiled significantly

They were only pleasure boats, but Bob had
a similar craft moored in the harbor at \ic-
toria; and he found considerable pleasure,
not In sailing 1t, but in the profits of the
trips it made with living cargoes.

At Port Townsend they encountered their
first danger
when the inspector came on board. b
said that a bar room was the only place
in which a sensible person woull meet x
representative of the customs servics. The
officer appeared surprised when he
them. He knew Bob only too well, and ke

glance. But she maintained a perfect sang
froid, and when the ordeal hlad been passed
job turned to her with a look of approval.
said in a low tone. “Why, 1

tnink the

The girl smiled. Then
swept over her featu
arrest you on this side she usked.

Bob laughed lightly; yet he was rather
pleased at the evidence of her solicitude.

“Can they not

steamer at ijast reached Scatll the
wharf a glaring electrie light inade day-
lizght out of darkness, and showsl 1ol the
gleaming brass buttons of the man at the |
foot of the gangplank., He was not par-|

i

No one knew better than he the |
value which the Chinese slave women rep-

much in the same light as did their n:w-|
!

thought of this giri belng condemned to such l

| the Chinese,

{ would onl
| hands unon the shoulders of his

that is gone 1 can only do as others have |

Besides, perhaps 1 can help vou.™ ;

"the girt |

|
“Bother the legal right!" Bob intericcted |

but a name is of little consequetce lu.lt’!ss'
it's in the Blue Book or the Rogues' Gal-|
bliss Marsden, are Yyou |

nary ability; but beneath the fingers «f this "

tne young girl reappeared, he regarded her |

while her nataral |
beauty was enhanced by the soft tinge of |
color that glowed on her cheek ws her eves

cheese into the moon!” was his enthustistic |

pose, However, we can fix all that in the

While you're at it .'l'l.l|

Ler first fdeas of |

as he pointed these out to his compamnton. |

They were In the bar ru.-m|

Faw |

eyed the disguised girl with a susplcious |

“You couldn’t have done it bett-r," hel

man actually pitied you for belag in r-u.-lll
scoundreliy company.” [
n anxious look

0,"” he returned. *“They would like to, |
because 1 don't belong to iheir ring, but
they lack the proof.””

It was long past midnicht when the

ticularly troubtled by the oM DreRar
but &s his glance ¥q-ll ‘wr's .

on another figu
which had suddenly appear ,; upon thr:
deck he started, it was Chang !;"u, the

Chinese contractor, wl
the coolies which he t
sound.

Bob doubted whether Foo would dare to
dma_unce him, yet he folt that troulde vwas
coming. Foo had a certificate and could
visit the United States =t will, buz he had
not crossed Puget Sound withoot enuse,
and unquestionably his Purpose was to pre-
vent the girl’s eseape. To Bob his Iresence
was unlooked for and a serisas obstacle.
Thurston had fully realized tnat In assist-
Ing the girl he would incur the hostility of

but he had relisd upon her
disgulse 10 pass even their keon sorutiny,

However, the passengers were ulready
disembarking, and delay  or  hesiation
¥ arouse suspiclon. Placing his
COMPan-
lon with an air of convivial cood fellow-
ship, he sauntered toward the plank, Jaugh-
ing ::n:l tilking in a loud and rather hilari-
ous tane,

Half way down the plank he stopped. The
Chinaman was conversing with the cus-
| tomis oficer,

{ "r}_i.w me a—hic—rigarette, Dodo, ol

boy,” he said in a tone of aff>>ted inebrie-
ty, slapping hi=s companion on the back
with a rough playfulness,

The pirl was trembling violently, yet she
at once produced a package of cigarettes.
Regardiess of the Erumbling passengers
behind, Bob stopped to light one. Then he
moved forward. The Chinaman bad hur-
ried off into the darkness, and that he had
not betrayed thelr identity was shown by
the careless glance which the officer gave
t,h;-m as they passed.

20b breathed a sigh of rellef as he Jeft
the wharf; yet he glanced unzasily about,
as he noticed that there were no cabs in
waiting and that a dark expanse of many
blocks had to be traversed before they
would reach the briliiantly light+d streets
of the city. But there was no evidence of
trepldation in his volce, as he laughingly
welcomed the young girl to the “land
freedom.”

“The mayor would have besn hare
recelve us in person, you know,” he
served lightly, “but he says that
talk about him If he stays out after st

“I'm glad he wasn't,” was the response,

Bob smiled, and reassuringly drew her
S tan Seve sethi

“You have to fear now,” he said
quletly

The girl shuddered and returmed mo an-
swer; she was guzing steadlly at the twine
kling lights of the city beyond. A moment

later several dark forms darted from be-
hind a

w0 Fupplicd bim with
ransported across the

¥8 &

in front of an unfinished butid-

ing. Bob's hand dropped into his coat
ldﬂd’uﬂ.
"Cllngtumwhuemm be said

e d ~ uad.blowtmm
to the groun
weapon from his

The ::xt instant a shrill
upon e still night air.
the men disappeared

“Will you tell me where I
I got here?™ he asked at last.

The woman turned quietly

“Sh!" she cautioned *“The
you're not to talk.”

“Bother the doctor!” he
ously.

or two of stars don't always
! But where is—er—was no one
I went under?"

“Your wife-she is here now,
taking a few moments’ rest.
watching you for many hours, you
| *“Yes* returned
| he did not know, neither
| that he possessed a wife.
[brlghtened. He had a distinet recollection
of all that had taken place up
ment when he had received
blow. His wife could be none
the young girl whom he

*s
4
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and shot at one of the men
| to carry me away: then a whiste

and 1 fainted. When I recoversd two po-
licemen were standing over us.
ed to take you to the hospital,
suaded them to bring you to
where we are now.
“And d4{1 they
‘-"’u 4

H

for no
was a
I gave them some money,
told them that there were some
would rather not explain.™

| “The doctor discovered my sex,
| me away, but 1 told them that 1 was your—
your wife, and that 1 frequently accompant=
ed rou at night, dressed In your ciothes ™
“Hather a well-told lie for a novice,” Bob
| coolly observed. Then his face
| and he looked grave. “Yes, and you'd bet-
ter keep it up a few days longer,” he added.
| I can’t go back to Victoria mow, after
what has happened, and as we are both
lable to be arrested here, I think I'll ae-
company yYou across to Doston. There [
cannot only be safe, but can leave you in
the care of your friends.”

But he didn’t, Three thousand miles s
not a long journey by rafl, but mentally the
traveler may cover a far groater stretch,

| and before they reached the Atlantic's shore
| Bob had reclied the old, old story.

| “You sce, Nelite,” was the way bhe put i,
| T have associnted with the Chincse so long
| that T feel somewhat out of place without
| one around the house,”™

A Misunderstanding.
From Puck.

Sapemith (terribly agitated)—"Oh, that is
awful! And will the poor fellah never be
able 1o set ag - el

Steele—"Se¢ agaln? What are you talk-
Ing about™

“Why, haven't you just told me that

' Bertle Hyroller had his eyes shot out this
| mawning?*

“Naw! 1 =aid he had his jce-yacht out
this morning.”

i

From Pock.

|
i

Tommy v “aipteawt WL PR
goln® to do with all them rags?™
Jun § b ‘ vm to the
2 cents a pound for them.”

¢ Byere.—*Where 4' you git "em™

¥y Collar.—"Me mother was dowa
town shoppin' yesterday, and these are the
samples she gol.”




